They built as men built who believed

In Life that lasts forever.
And hardly were those souls deceived

Who bridged the clear black river?
The soul survives, as any dunce

Can prove: for it is plain
That that which gets in trouble once

Shall troubled be again.

Pd rather hear these arches praised

Than arches anywhere.
Not those the Eternal City raised

To Settimo Severe;
Nor those that leave the walls therefrom

To tap the Sabine ridge
Can match these arches here at home

In Liffey*s oldest bridge*

The black bright water over there

Is flaked beside the brink,
As if the stallions of Kildare

Had bent down necks to drink.
And underneath an arch I see

A long grey gleaming reach,
Half shadowed by a breeze, maybe,

Or, maybe, by a beech.

The long grey lines of steel are gone
Which crossed here long ago:
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